HHmpp 


A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

To all his {looping fortunes ,twil be ameanes I hope 
To make new league betweene vs, and redeeme 

His vertues with his lands. 

Ser.l (hould thinke fo miftris,If he (hould not now 
bekinde to you and loue you, and cherifh you vp, I 
(hould thinke the diucll himfelfe kept open houfe in 

^Wife. I doubt not but he will now, prethree leaue 
me, I thinke 1 heate him comming. 

Seri am gone. 

Wt. By this good meanes I (hall preferue my lands, 
And free my husband out ofvfurcrs hands 
Now there is no need of fale,my Vncklcs kinde, 

1 hope, if ought.this willcontcnthis minde, 

Here comes my husband. Enter Husband. 

Huf. Now, are you come, where’s the mony, lets 
fee the mony , is the rubbiOi folde, thofe wifeakers 
your lands, why then.the mony, where is it ? powrc it 
downCjdowne with it,downe with it, I fay powrt on 
the ground, lets fee it.lets fee it. 

Wife . Good fir,kcepe but in patience, and 1 hope 
My words fliall like you well, I bring you better 
Comfort then the falc of my Dowry. 

Huf. Ha, what’s that? 

Wife. Pray doe not fright me fir, but vouchlale me 
hcaring.My Vnckle,glad of your kindneffe to me and 
milde vfage (for fo I made it to him) hath in pitty ot 
your dccliningfortuncs, prouidedaplace for you at 
Court, of worth and crcditc ; which fo muchouer- 
joyed me 


j Yorkshire Trendy. 

ffuf.Omon thecfihh.ouer and oam °]™’ h 

iA7hen Ime in torment. Jfurnsner. 

Su polliticke whore, fnbtiller •h=n n,ncDmck 
was this thy ioutny to Nuncke, to fetdowne thehl- 

Zuet ^S .-AChutch, bafeflut, thtsftu.te 
beares thy complaints. 

tt 7 /^.Oh,hcauenknoweSj 
That my complaints were praifes, and beftvvor ^ 

Of you,and your eftate ; onely my friends 
Knew of your morgagde Lands, and were poffeft 
Ofeuery accident before I came. 

If you fufpea it but a plot in me, 

To keepe my dowry,or for mine owne good. 

Or my poore childrens (though it lutes a mother 
To (hew anaturall care in their releefes) 

Yet He forget my felfe to calme your blood, 
Confume it, as your pleafure counfelsyou. 

And all I wifh,eene Clemency aftoords, 

Giuc me but pleafanflookes and modeft words. 

Huf. Mpncy whore.money ,or He—- " 
Vrjeshumggtr. Em^firmmbafidy. 

VVhat the diueU ? how now ? thy hafty newes. 

Ser.M av it pleafe you fir. 

Huf . What ? may I not looke vpon my dagger ? 
Speakevillainc, orl will execute the point on thee : 
quicke,fhort. 
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